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TO T. HAMMOND WEIJ.S. 

An ardtnt Isvt of Art 
Has homt in your loyal heart; 
Taki IktM my storied rhyitu 
Of a tuHay teuthern clime, 
Andtf dayt wlun tapirfett h!tom 
Art bunt from tht feudal gleem. 
And haply this tkovgki may plead 
For the Hntid lines you read, — 
Thai the ones tokeriof Ihry sing 
SaiB tic tame sky-arches spring. 
Drank of the deep delight 
Of the same eye-gladdening sight, — 
Sunset and sunrise glo-at, — 
As did Michael Angela. 
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GIOVIO AND GIULIA. 

I. 
The Friends. 

T^HE line was violet 

Where the heaven and mountains met, 
Till a fulgent flood there rolled 
From the sun's great urn of gold; 
Then all of the sky caught flame, 
And with aureate acclaim 
Gave day a glorious haiL 
Not a cloud out-spread its sail; 
Bologna's leaning towers 
Swam dizzy overhead; 
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The roses still were red 

In the thirsty garden-bowers, 

Though the clear-voiced nightingale. 

In Reno's rocky vale. 

Sang of the summer fled, — 

Chanting her vesper vows 

To the mild autumnal moon 

From the ambered chestnut boughs 

As joyfully as in June. 

October, throned as a queen. 

With scorn of the gown of green 

That her regal sisters wore. 

Rivaled the brilliant dyes 

Of the over-leaning skies. 

Her opulent vineyards bore 

Rich store to the groaning press; 

Forgot was the sore distress 

Of the tyranny-darkened days; 
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The curse was heard no more, 
But the swelling shout of praise. 

Again from afar and near 

Were gathered the student bands; 

There were sounds of friendly cheer, 

And clasping of friendly hands. 

Sons of the warm southlands. 

And sons of the north were there; 

Again on the tranquil air 

Did the echoing song upswell; 

Again did the midnight bell 

Find many a taper lit; — 

Some where the nimble wit 

At the wine-set feast made roar; 

Some where the plodder delved 

Deep in the mines of lore 

In his attic, oaken-shelved. 
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Few were the golden days 
Since, wandering diverse ways, 
The gathering youths had wound 
Unto Learning's hallowed ground. 
Still there was talk of how 
The summer hours had sped 
Since parting pathways led 
To the welcoming homes afar. 
Then there was bloom on bough. 
And blossom-orbs to star 
The hill-slopes, sweep and line, 
And the valleys Apennine. 

Companions brave and boon 
Who had said farewell in June, 
Giovanni and Dorio, 
Venetian and Florentine, 
Garbed in their tunics green, 
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With russet hose below. 
Were sauntering^ gaily where, 
With flash and murmurous flow, 
A balm in the glow and glare 
And the parching mid-day heat, 
The fount in the spacious square 
Of San Petronio. — 
The tritoned fount, — kept time 
To the patter of passing feet 
In a silvery tinkle of rhyme. 

" Never was seen an eye," 
The ardent Dorio cried, 

" Under your Tuscan sky. 
With its sapphire arches wide. 
To vie with the one half hid 
Under Laura's drooping lid." 
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" Forsooth! " Giovanni said, 

" You praise your lady well, 
But there's one could cast a spell 
With the love-light of her smile, 
Were the smile on Venice shed, 
That would chain your every isle." 

" A truce, a truce to jest! " 

Was Dorio's swift reply; 
" Let us end by honest test 

Our amorous rivalry; 

You swear by your Giulia's name, 

And I by my Laura's fame. 

Let a neutral eye decide 

Which one shall be hailed as queen." 
" Agreed ! " Giovanni cried, 
" Let another choose between; 

But where, I pray, shall we Snd 
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The wisdom and wit combined ? 

Alas! but one do I know 

In whom such a union lies, 

And he, our Giovio, 

Is still under distant skies." 

Silence fell for a space. 

Then the eager gallants heard 

A jubilant greeting word 

And saw, joy'lit, outshine 

From a halo of golden hair. 

Their Giovio's noble face. 

Wide was his brow and fair; 

His eye had the gleam of the grape 

That hangs, dusk-ripe, from the vine; 

His cheek wore a radiant glow. 

And oft, in the press of a throng. 

Would the stranger stand agape 
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To mark where he moved along, 
And deem, from the long-ago, 
'Twas findymion again 
Returned to the walks of men. 

Forgot were the maidens fair 

At the sight of him whose charm 

Upon all wronght unaware. 

And the three friends, arm in arm, 

Strode from the sunny square 

And the plashing fountain there. 

Sped through a long arcade 

In the cool of cavernous shade, 

Where the vender droned his cry 

To the heedless passer-by. 

Near the leaning towers that burned 

In the full flood light, they turned, 

And followed a narrow way 
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Where the shadows lingered gray; 
Then through a flower-set court 
They raced in a gale of sport, 
And mounted the stairs that led 
To the balconies overhead, 
And the rooms of the palace old 
Where the student twain abode. 

All tongues had gaily flowed 
From the meeting moment; now 
When Giovio had told 
Of the summer past, and how, 
When the autumn's earliest gold 
Had tinted the chestnut bough. 
There came a call in his heart 
To rise, and to leave the bower* 
Of his home by Garda's wave, 
Nor idle the hasting hours. 
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But play some moving part 
Ere age drew on to the grave, — 
And when his friends had heard 
Of his father's speeding word, 
And knew that bis steps were bent 
Toward Florence, back there came. 
At the city's magic name, 
The thought of their intent, 
And they loud besought that he 
Be jadge of their rivalry. 

" But how," said Giovio, 

While laughter Inrked in his eyes 

At the praise he heard outflow, 
" How may the wisest know 

Which maid should win the prize. 

If it be that he only hear 

Of the loveliness of each ? 
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Though canning be the speech, 
And keen be the listener's ear, 
'Tis the eye alone can tell 
Of beanty's matchless spell ! " 

Thereat did the friendly pair, 

In their ardor emulous, 

Reveal two faces fair 

In delicate miniature. 

Eyes that were beauteous, 

And lips of the hue to lure, 

Such was the Venice maid 

That the ivory displayed. 

But a something more divine 

Out-beamed from the other face,-— 

A witchery, a grace 

In the white throat's rounded line; 

A sympathetic curve 
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At the lip; and in the swerve 

Of the brow and the hair back-drawn, 

A morning-break, a dawn 

That told of a future bright 

With an ever-growing light. 

Giovio gazed on her 

As a speechless worshipper 

Might gaze on a shrinM saint 

In the twilight calm and faint. 

Often before to him 

Had a woman's face seemed fair. 

But never a face like this, 

With its apotheosis 

Of all that his heart held best. 

No vision of the blest, — 

Of the shining seraphim 

In the paradisial air. 
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Sunned by the Paraclete, 

Could have seemed more heavenly sweet, 

Nor caused him more to feel 

The walls of his reason reel 

Ah! but to know if she 

Were Giovanni's bride to be! — 

This thouf^ht, of the moment born. 

Was both like a rose and thorn. 

" List! for the oracle speaks," 
The mirthful Dorio said, 
With a toss of his shapely head, 
While the blood in both his cheeks 
Darkened the olive tint 
With a crimson sunset glint 
Turned from his dreamful bent 
By the bantering merriment, 
Giovio asked their grace 
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For an added moment's space; 

Then an inspiration ran 

Like a sun-ray through his brain. 

And just as a drowning man, 

In the swirl of the maddened main. 

Will blindly seize upon aught, 

He clutched at the sudden thought. 

" No choice do I make," he cried, 
" For ye are as monarchs twain, 
And by each sovereign's side 
The queen of bis heart should reign. 
Both maids wield a charmM spell, 
Like the cities where they dwell. 
Supreme by the eastern sea 
Sits Venice, and supreme 
In her vine-rich Tuscany 
Is the Florence of my dream. 
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So each of the maidens here 
Is first in her native sphere, 
But neither is greater nor less 
In her iiowerful loveliness! " 
Snch was the judgment word 
That the friendly rivals heard. 
And hailed applansively 
With a buoyant burst of glee ; 
But deep in Giovio's breast 
A tremulous throb confessed 
That his heart of hearts belied 
What his cautious lip had cried. 

The happy day wore by 

With laughter and jest and song. 

Till under a star-sown sky 

They joined with the jostling throng. 

There were sounds from courtyards dim 
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Of late-strings softly played ; 
Faint swelled the chant and h3nnn 
From Petronio's massive pile, 
And the cloister's echoing aisle ; 
While, as unsheathed blade met blade 
In sfiort or ire, there rang 
On the startled air a clang. 
Stndent and cavalier, 
Bravos swart with their scars 
Won in a hundred wars, 
Beggars with whine and tear. 
The cnt-puise slim and sleek, 
The tradsman small and meek. 
All, with babble of tongue, 
Through the ancient arcades swung. 
There was flare of torch, and the gay 
Snatch of a roundelay; 
There was the barbid jibe 
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Of the soldier at the scribe; 
The noble, proud of mien, 
Spoke with a haughty air; 
The friar, grave and lean, 
Mumbled a vesper prayer; 
And woman's laugh was heard 
Soaring above like a bird. 

Pleasant to Giovio 
Was the endless to and fro, — 
The passionate, eager beat 
Of life in the crowded street. 
That his feet, on nights agone, 
With a fickle lure had drawn; 
Pleasant the rollicking ways 
Of his happy student days, — 
The lute and the serenade. 
The jest and the reckless raid; 
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But the care-free hours were o'er 
With the faded years and fled; 
There were sterner paths to tread 
By the Amo's busy shore. 
At thought of his home to be 
An image crossed his brain, 
And there swelled within his breast 
The wave of a strange unrest 
That he strove to stem in vain. 
The face that he seemed to see 
Was traced upon ivory, 
Delicate as a flower, — 
Child of a sunny hour. 
Bom of dew and the breeze 
Blown from the fragrant seas. 

Though, with the late chimes, died 
The mirth of the eventide. 
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Ever to Giovio came 

A sweet, soft-syllabled name; 

And all throngh the deep night long 

It haunted his ears like a song. 

"When the veil of night was drawn 
From the doorway of the dawn. 
And the bells in many a tower 
Had sounded the parting honr, 
To his friend, Giovanni, spake 
The doubtful Giovio; 
" Is there naught that I can take 
To thy home whereto I go ? — 
No tender lover's sign 
For that lady fair of thine ? " 

"Alas!" Gtovanni cried, 

" Would the lady fair mar minel 
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1 may only bow afar 

As one might worship a star 

In the midnight arches wide. 

By grace of cousinship 

She greets me with friendly lip, 

Bat laughs out a frank demur 

That I treasure the face of her. 

A token of love from me 

Would kindle her eyes with glee. 

Yet stay! Thon shalt take this ring 

With its mystic blazoning, 

To tell that in thee I send 

A loyal and trusted friend." 

And Giovanni slipped from his hand 

An antique golden band ; 

Set deep in the shining zone 

Burned a radiant topaz-stone, 

Engirt by the scroll-work fine 
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Of an interlacing vine, 
And fretted within by the blur 
Of an ancient character. 
"Be thine the benison 
Where others have sued, nor won ; 
To woo, and to win her love. 
Were a bliss all bliss above!" 

Ne'er did a gallant gay, 
Nora valiant-hearted knight, 
Speed, with a step more light. 
Forth on his venturous way 
Than Giovio that day. 
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II. 

THE LOVERS. 

On the early winter air 
That bore no bitter breath 
Of the North, that harrieth 
The fields and the vineyards fair. 
There rose the song and shout 
Of a merry-making rout. 
From a deep-set window far 
Above where the throng swept by. 
Under wide eaves shutting out 
The light of sun and star, 
With half -averted eye 
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Two watched the festal show. 
Blithe Carnival was king. 
And a monarch revelling 
He seemed to Giovio. 

All Florence, young and old, 

Had joined the pageantries, 

And banners manifold 

Streamed silken on the breeze. 

There were bacchic choruses 

To strains of lyre and lute, 

■Of cymbal and of flute. 

There were maskers madly gay. 

Bach in a wild array, 

"Who sang and danced, as they went, 

In boisterous merriment, 

As in ages olden when 

Gods wandered the world of men. 
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" What ditty sing they now, 
My good Folitian ?" 
Asked Giovio, as a man 
With flourish of myrtle bough, 
A spray in each lifted hand, 
Led onward a lilting band. 

" 'Tis one of my own," replied 
The young man at his side; 
And he caught up a fragile lute 
When the voices below were mute. 
And touched the responsive string 
With a master's fingering. 
Till it throbbed with lyric fire 
Like the rapt Amphion's lyre. 
And though there shone from his face 
Nor beauty nor luring grace, 
Yet his clear tones wove a spell 
With each soft syllable. 
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We wave our myrtle boughs, 
Fresh-plucked, above, 

And greet with ardent vows 
The god of Love. 

Forever at his shrine 
The knee shall bend; 

To him, of life divine. 
Our songs ascend. 

For us mirth-gladdened days. 

And nights of bliss 
In rose-environed ways 

Where lovers kiss. 

We let no pleasure slip. 

For Time is fleet; 
No snare may stay or trip 
His nimble feet. 
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Then wave the houghs above. 

And with us raise 
Unto the god of Love 

Eternal praise ! 

" Friend, thine is a happy creed !" 
Cried Giovio in surprise 
That a yooth so grave of guise 
Should with such fervor plead. 
Then, as his wandering: eyes 
On the highway fell again, 
In the lessened throng he saw 
A face without a flaw, — 
The features pale and pure, 
Of Giovanni's miniature. 

Oft had he caught her name 
On the lips of bearded men 
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Since the day when first he came 
To the Amo's golden vale, 
And ever a charmed tale 
Of her loveliness he heard; 
But a thought within him stirred 
That had seemed to whisper, " wait 
Ere you venture to her gate !" 
So he treasured still the zone 
With its radiant topaz stone. 

In the highway once before 
Had he seen her gravely pass ; 
And thrice, as he knelt at mass 
Within Santa Croce's walls, 
Had he watched her meekly bow 
Her fair madonna brow 
In the chant's low intervals. 
The Medicean power 
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Had reft her family 
Of place and of princely dower, 
And a deadly enmity 
Burned hot in many a heart, — 
A slumbering flame of ire 
That a gust of wrath might start 
And fan to a lurid fire. 
Yet little the brooding rage 
Vexed Giulia's orphanage. 
In calm content lived she 
With her books and broidery ; 
And scarcely did gray regret 
Make murmur within her ear 
That she might no longer hear 
In the wide ancestral hall, 
Where the dancers oft had met, 
The music rise and fall. 
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At her bidding', fond and true, 
Two servitors old she knew. 
That her guardian-uncle stem 
Lingered afar from home, 
In the shadow of papal Rome, 
To her was of light concern. 
Never between the twain 
Had sympathy wrought a chain ; 
And though Ginlia held in scorn 
The Medicean race. 
Her gentle soul was bom 
Too noble for counsels base, 
And she heard with keen regret 
The hiss of the vengence threat 

" Let this be the happy time !" 
The thought, like a buoyant rhyme 
Danced into Giovio's brain, 
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And he gasped his comrade's arm; 
" Dost thou know, Politian, 
Yon maid with the a^d man ? 
Such is her matchless chann 
That my heart of hearts is fain 
Some reverence meet to pay 
To her beauty's bloom this day." 

The smile on the poet's face 
To a gloomy frown gave place, 
And his heavy eyes grew dark 
With an anger-kindled spark. 

" I know the maid," he cried, 
And his voice was tense and low, 

" But she spurns me from her side, 
For she holds me as her foe. 
No friend of the Medici 
Need bend unto her the knee. 
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Wilt brave her hate of those 
Who are linked with her kindred's foes 
And the curl of her scornful lip 
Because of my sponsorship ? 
Then follow my steps, and haste, 
For the precious moments waste ; 
We must win the Duomo square 
Ere the pageant passes there." 

They donned their cloaks and blades. 
To the highway hurried down ; 
They joined with cowl and clown, 
With peasants and chattering jades 
As all of the motley horde 
Toward the great Piazza poured. 
Art's many-centuried flower 
Had here in its glory blown. 
And high reared Giotto's tower 
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Like a lily -stem of stone. 

In booths that were decked like bowers, 

The mountebanks loudly cried ; 

Bright bannerets flecked with flowers 

On the tossing breeze waved wide ; 

And with jubilant noise afar 

Came Carnival's mighty car. 

There were maskers who ran before 
As shepherds and pipers dressed ; 
Each one in his hand npbore 
A staff like a thyrsus old ; 
While close behind there pressed. 
In kirtles of flowing fold, 
A dryad band, dark-dressed. 
Four steeds that were milky white 
The car of triumph drew, 
Whereupon sat one alone 
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In a gown of woodland hue, 
On a lofty rustic throne 
With a wealth of garlands dight 
A syrinx huge he held, 
And a gleesome ditty played, 
While in nimble time he trod 
With goat-hoofs, like the god 
Who footed with fauns, of eld. 
In the forest's deepest shade ; 
And all in the train that ran 
Greeted the great god Pan. 

Hearken io our singing, hearken ! 

Hap^ Pan is come again; 
Come io light the days that darken. 

And make bright the ways of men. 
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Welcome him with song and laughter ! 

Welcome him with wreathii flowers ! 
Hail kim ! hail him ! for hereafter 
He will bless the gliding hours. 

Ere, lusty of lung, the last 
In the pageant strange had passed. 
Fair Giulia the twain descried 
With the servant at her side ; 
They slipped through the shifting crowd 
And in gracious homage howed ; 
But to Giulia's face there came, 
When she saw Politian, 
The glow of an angry flame. 
And her eyes resentful flashed. 
But he met them unabashed; 
" I would crave thy grace," he said 
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" For this noble gentleman 
Who would do no sool a wrong;" 
Then he passed with rapid tread 
And was lost within the throng. 

A slumbering passion burned^ 
In the violet of her eyes, 
As Giulia to Giovio turned. 
But even before he spoke 
A rainbow of soft surprise 
O'er her lovely features broke ; 
Like a wavering aureole 
Was his gold hair to her glance, 
And the light of his loyal soul 
Rayed from his countenance. 

" I pray thou wilt list," he said, 
" For a moment" Marvelling, 
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Did she see him draw a rin£ 
From his ^lapely band, and thfm, 
As her cheeks f ushed faintly red. 
And her whole face beamed again. 
She cried, " thou art Giovio, — 
By the jeweled ring I Icnow ! 
For 'tis he, and he alone, 
Who weareth the topaz stone 
Of a worthy consin mine ; 
And I greet thee by this siga" 
Then she placed her slender palm 
Within Giovio's, frank and calm ; 
While Love, on his unseen throne. 
On his golden throne above, 
Recorded them his own 
In tlie golden book of love. 

Love groweth to perfect power 
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Within some hearts hour by hoar, 
As the bad grows into the flower. 
Slowly it swelleth first 
Till a little shoot ontburat. 
Then a tiny leaf uncurls, 
And the whole fair bloom unwhorls. 
Thus within Giulia's heart 
Did love like a blossom start, 
Brighten and broaden anew. 
Fed by affection's dew, 
Till a perfect-petaled bloom 
Filled life with its rare perfume. 

But love within Giovio's breast 
Was a flower wide-blown at birth, 
Though the treasure grew in worth 
Till he felt its counterpart 
Had never been possessed 
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By another hnman heart. 
Day by day did he seem 
To live in a blissful dream, 
And night did a bliss confer 
For his visions were of her. 



One bosom-saddening thought, — 
That Giovio dwelt with those 
Whom she deemed her kinsmen's foes, — 
Its trouble to Giulia brought ; 
And when she would fain demur 
'Twas thus he would comfort her: 
" A little patience, sweet. 
For the days are footing fleet 
Toward spring, and the songful moon 
Of the nightingales and June. 
I may then from court retire. 
Nor wound the pride of my sire, 
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And haply may win more grace 
Than now in your kinsfolk's eyes. 
Pledged as I am to the race, 
And the man whom they despis6." 
Then love would be all the theme 
Of their soft discourse awhile. 
Till brightened by its beam. 
And the sunlight of his smile. 
The cloud upon Giulia's day 
Would change into gold from gray. 

Her guardian lingered still 
Darkly to plot and plan 
In the shade of the Vatican, 
And, busy with schemes of ill, 
Her kin knew naught of how 
The lovers whiled long hours 
Under the laurel bough 
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In the sun by the southern wall, 

Happy as were the flowers 

That leaned to the spring wind's call. 

April bourgeoned, and all 

Of the sheltered garden -close,— 

The promise rich of the rose. 

The purple violet fine 

Of tint as the hue that glows 

On the slopes of the Apennine 

When the twilight deeper grows, — 

Made life a lovelier thing. 

They hearkened the glad birds sing. 

And an answering echo stirred 

In the happy heart of each, 

That trembled into speech 

At the song of every bird. 

Then came a warning word 

Of one who was hasting home 
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From the alien walls of Rome, 
And a shadow fell that hour 
On the bliss of their Eden-bower. 

Francesco, of evil fame. 
Was the head of Giulia's house, 
A man whose threatening brows, 
And whose savage lip-curve, told 
Of a nature none could tame, 
And of passions uncontrolled. 
In the ears of Giovio 
Was the terror of his name 
But an echo heard before ; 
And he heeded it no more, 
Wrapt in a warm love-glow, 
Than the soldier heeds the flow 
Of a streamlet on the shore, 
His whole mind bent afar 
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GIOVIOASD QIULIA. 
On the stubborn press of war. 

Like a myth of the olden time 
Had the fierce Francesco seemed, — 
But a spectral menace, cast 
From the dimness of the past, — 
And never had Giovio deemed 
He wonld darken the love-lit clime 
Where Ginlia's sunny eyes 
Were his ever-cloudless skies, 
Till he should be wholly free 
From his oath to the Medici ; 
So the shadow grew and grew 
As the dread day nearer drew. 



April had reached its noon, 

And one amber-mantled morn 

When the bloom on bough was a boon, 
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And the mountains towered more near 

In the crystal atmosphere, 

With his wrinkled face forlorn, 

Panting to Giovio ran 

Fair Giulia's serving man, 

And a tender letter bore 

To the youth's expectant door. 

" We have dreamed our dream," it said, 

"And behold it shattered ; 
For gossip with sad avail 
Has poured her poisonous tale 
Into stem Francesco's ear, 
And be swears with an awful oath 
That never again to thee, 
Or now or in days to be, 
Shall I plight my loving troth. 
Yet have faith my own, nor fear : , 



OXOVIOAtTD OIULIA. 

Though, I pray thee, be not bold 
In these darksome days of hate, 
For a prescience dire is borne 
Upon me of evil fate, 
Of dangers manifold, 
And of hearts that will vainly monm. 
Yet whatsoe'er may befall. 
Our love, — it shall vanquish all ! 
Let this be thy thought and mine, 
Nor languish, nor fret, nor brood ; 
Like a beacon let it shine 
To brighten our solitude ! 
Shun the ways of night, and shun — 
Alas ! for thou must ! — our door, 
Lest the morrow's rising sun 
Should behold thee nevermore ; 
For no power could shield from harm 
Against dread Francesco's arm. 
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Now, O my beloved, adieu ! — 
Thy Giulia, ever true." 

The steadfast planet of hope 
Illumed the sky with its ray 
Day after doubtful day ; 
And never a night did ope 
But the ever-constant stars 
Gave a happy horoscope 
With their dreamy beams and bars. 
So the bright hours slipped away, 
And the birds in the laurels sung. 
Till the blue-skyed April hang 
On the flower-sweet verge of May. 
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III. 

THE CONSPIRACY. 

The youthful Cardinal 
From the Vatican had come, 
And the Count Riario, 
And the Pisan bishop tall ; 
Francesco's guests were they, 
And they sped the lengthening day 
With song and revel and show ; 
Nor left they the dark hours dumb 
In the villa garden gay 
Down-looking upon all 
The slumbering town below. 
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With its towers that tapered gray 
And its darkly looming wall. 
'Twas pleasant to stroll and bask 
In the balmy Tuscan air, 
But the merry-making there 
Was the base dissembler's mask, 
For they spoke in under-breath 
Of the heavy hand of death. 

In Lorenzo's name to all 
At the Pazzi villa-hall, 
With a courteous intent, 
Was a gracious greeting sent 
That bade the strangers pass 
To the holy rites of mass 
On the consecrated day, — 
To be held with grand display 
In the Duomo arches wide, 



arOVIOAND OIULIA. 
The city's boast and pride. 

The morning dawned undimmed. 
And the chimes in the belfry hymned 
Their praise, ere the first voice rose 
From the pillared cloister-close. 
As the sacred hour drew on, 
And the sunlight brighter shone, 
Down from the villa wound 
Toward the city's gated ground 
A solemn pageant, slow 
As a martyr train of woe. 
Rich were the robes they wore. 
And the symbols that they bore ; 
Of Christ's blest fellowship 
There were holy words on lip, 
And the circnmambient air 
Seemed sanctified with prayer. 
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But one in the crowd that massed 
Where the grave procession passed, 
In jest to a comrade spoke 
With never a never a thought of gnilt, 
" Red wine will to-day be spilt !" 
For he saw a dagger hilt 
Outgleam from a friar's cloak. 

At his princely palace gate 

Did the proud Lorenzo wait 

To greet with the splendor due 

The Cardinal's retinue. 

As over a tranquil lake, 

Ere the breeze of mom awake, 

No ripple will stir the while 

To ruffle its placid smile. 

And hint of what treacheries sleep 

In the darkly silent deep. 



OIOVIO Aim &IUUA, 

So over the prelate's face 
There swept not a fleetiqg trace 
Of the crime in the crafty breast 
Of Lorenzo's honored guest ; 
For courtesy's subtle art 
Concealed the hate of the heart. 

Frigidly the words that slipped 
From the plotters, perjure-lipped ; 
Close was the clasp of hand, 
And the feignfed smile was bland. 
Then wended the mingled throng 
In its reverent pomp along 
Through the bright Piazza broad^ 
To the spacious house of God. 

In the glow of the opal air 

Bruaelleschi's mighty dome 
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Soared heavenward, grand and fair ; 
Like a rising ridge of foam 
Were the marble steps that led 
To the wide cathedral door. 
A spectral light on the floor 
And the dark roof overhead. 
Did the flaring tapers shed ; 
And the day-rays, ere they crossed 
The nave from the windows tall, 
Sparse-set in the massive wall. 
In the vastitude were lost 
To the vision v^ue and dim 
Were the saints and cherubim, 
While gnlfed in the chill gray gloom 
Were eflSgy, altar, tomb. 

Slow past the shrouded shrines 
Moved the stately, silent lines, — 
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Lorenzo's proud display, 

And the Cardinal's rich array. 

By the lofty choir they stood 

In front of the multitude ; 

And a sinewy friar there. 

Who knelt like a man at prayer, 

Darted a murderons look 

At Lorenzo, unaware. 

While his skinny fingers shook, 

And his features, grim and spare. 

Hardened in stony gnilt 

As he clutched at his dagger hilt. 

The priests came, grave and slow, 
And the youthful acolytes ; 
Then the sacred, solemn rites 
Of the holy hour began. 
There was chanting loud and low. 
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And the musing Giovio, 
'Mid the band of nobles near 
To the great Lorenzo's side, 
Saw not how many a man 
Stood eager and anxious-eyed, — 
Blind instruments of fate, — 
Awaiting the signal clear 
To smite with the stroke of hate. 

There sounded a warning knell 
From a soft and silvery bell, 
And the Host was raised on high ; 
In meek accord were bowed 
The heads of the gathered crowd ; 
Then, sudden, an anguished cry 
Rang wildly out on the air 
Like an echo of despair ; 
And Giuliano, — he, 



giono Aim qiulia. 

The flower of the Medici,-^ 
Sank prone on the marble floor 
That was crimsoned with his gore. 
Then Giovio's horror grew, 
For he saw Lorenzo reel 
'Neath the frenzied friar's steel. 
With a ilallying shout he drew 
From its shining sheath his blade, 
And sprang to his patron's aid. 

From the depths of the frantic press 
Leaped one with a tiger spring ; 
Blood dabbled his costly dress 
With its cruel crimsoning. 
A-froth was his beard with rag^, 
Though his head was gray with age, 
And fiercer his dark eyes grew 
As his mantle back he threw ; 
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A curse did his white lips frame, 

And he hissed Lorenzo's name, 

While he aimed a deadly blow 

With blind, maniacal might 

Came a flash of prescient light . 

To the brain of Giovio, 

And he knew his evil foe, — 

Francesco, who fain would part 

Pair Giulia from his heart. 

The whole scene seemed to swim 

In a chaos vast, and he 

Saw only that visage grim, 

And the threatening, blood-stained brand; 

Then the blade within his hand 

Grew straight to a mighty thing. 

That he launched with a lightning swing 

At the falling sword, and lo ! 

The foilM steel, at the blow. 



QIOVIOASD eiUUA. 

Flew far from Francesco's hold ; 
No long'er the plotter bold, 
He slunk in the throng away, 
While the clamor of the fray 
Awoke awful echoes still 
In the long aisles dim and chill. 

Of the priests, some cried to God 
That He smite with avenging rod 
The impious ones, while some 
Sank down on the altar dumb. 
Close-lidding their eyes with night 
To banish the fateful sight 
The populace, rank on rank, 
A-back from the combat shrank, 
Where the sword bit sword in ire. 
And the angered steel flashed fire. 
Round the pale Lorenzo then 
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Ringed the youthful noblemen, 
Beating the murderers hack 
By a furious attack 
Till they found the pathway free 
To the door of the sacristy, 
Where Politian stood gu&^ 
While the barrier was barred. 

Swiftly the tidings dire 
Through the startled city spread 
Of Giuliano dead 
By the Reparata choir,— 
And Lorenzo come to harm 
By the foul assassin's arm. 
Then the hurry of loyal feet 
Rang sharp on the pavM street ; 
And soon, with a loud acclaim, 
There were cries of a noble name. 



0WVTO AST) aiUZIA. 

Men were g\aA in death's despite, — 

Though a soul had taken flij^t, — 

For their loved Lorenzo's life 

Had been snatched from the mortal strife, 

And in triumph now they bore 

Him safe from the Duomo door. 

Into Giovio's wildered brain, 

So tense was the sudden strain, 

No thought of his Giulia crept 

Till the combat's tumult slept 

For a little space he stood 

In a dull and doubtful mood, 

Till he heard a distant roar. 

Like a storm-blast, boding woe, 

Or the treacherous undertow 

Of waves on a rocky shore ; 

Then the air seemed strangely cold, — 



QIOVIOAND QZULTA. 

The balmy air of the mom, — 
And the heaven's smile was scom. 
And a blur marred all its ^old ; 
For fear had scaled the crest 
Of the citadel in his breast. 

Red revenge was astir 
In the swelling sarge of cries 
That rolled to the maz&d skies ; 
And his heart gave one hot leap 
Like a prisoner in his keep, 
And his soul went out to her, — 
To the maiden of his love, — 
Through space like a homing dove. 

'Gainst the Medici not for naught 
Had the hated plotters wrought ; 
And the motley horde that cursed 
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In their reckless vengance-thirst, 
Might stain their hands with a flood 
Of innocent, blameless blood ; 
Assailing the kin of those. 
In their blind, unreasoning ire, 
Who had struck the deadly blows 
By the Reparata choir ; — 
Such was the troublous train 
Of thought within Giovio's brain. 

Fear lendeth wings to the feet. 
But Love giveth speed more fleet ! 
Away sprang Giovio 
Like a shaft from an archer's bow ; 
Men saw, as he darted by, 
And followed with hue and cry. 
For they deemed him one who fled 
In gnilt from the scene of dread ; 
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But soon, in his arrowy fligbt, 
Did he vanish from the sight. 

At last was the highway won 

That he longed to look upon, 

And he paused at the well-known door 

With a fear onfelt before, 

For 'twas prone and broken now, 

Like a tempest-riven bough. 

With wreck was the hallway strewn, 

And the spacious room o'erhead ; 

He called, but no welcome boon 

Of answer the dumb walls gave, 

There was silence like the grave,— 

The chill, dark bouse of the dead. 

Where the voice of Love doth cry 

And never can win reply ; — 

Of a living soul no trace 
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In that princely dwcllms-place ! 

Through rain and mournful gloom, 
He hurried from room to room, 
Repeating his loved one's name, 
Tin goaded by fear he came 
To a cozy window nook, 
That was tapestried bright, and warm 
With the South 's in-slanting gold ; 
'Twas here from her favorite book, 
When the winter hours were cold, 
And never a murmurons swarm 
Of the brigand bees below 
Sought sweets in the garden-close 
From the violet or rose. 
That GiiUia would read, or dream, 
With her fair cheeks all aglow, 
Of a blissful life afar 
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With her faithful Giovio, 
Where beaconed a happier star 
O'er the valeward-dancing stream, 
And the broad, bright lake that rolled 
Beyond the terraces. 
And the bowering laurel trees. 
For often had Giovio told 
Of his orchard-girdled home, 
And the gracious skies that dome 
Where the sapphire Garda lies. 
Till the maiden's marvelling eyes 
Longed for the glorious sight 
Of that garden of delight. 

On the cushioned window-seat 
Neglected her carved lute lay. 
And it seemed to Giovio 
That a tender echoing 
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Of the softly-cadenced strain 
That her hand was wont to play, 
Rose plaintive from every string ; 
And he fancied he heard again 
Her words that were clear and sweet, 
As she sat in the sunset light 
Ere the trouble-darkened night. 

O, that fftf lip might voice 
Thejiy that in me swells, 

And (ties " rejoice " 
in sweetest syllables. 

Alas/ alas! I miss 

The matchless melody; 
No rhymes that hiss 

Can suit my eestaey. 
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Beyond all pain or grief ,—- 
Thit shadewed life ahove,-^ 

Beyond btliff. 
Such is ike wealth of lovt* 

As if by a sodden breeze 
Swayed the hanging tapestries, 
Though never a breath was blown 
From the golden garden air ; 
Then Giovio heard a moan, 
And saw from a rent outpeer 
A face that was blanched with fear. 
As a dying flame will flare 
By a gentle wind -gust stirred, 
So hope within Giovio's heart 
Upleaped with a buoyant start 
From the ashes of despair. 
" Where is my own ?" he cried, 
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As he sprang to the woman's side ; 
" By the God above us, tell 
If it fareth with her well !" 

The impetuous Giovio heard. 

When the faltering tongue found word, 

How void of pity or shame 

The mob in its fury came, 

And dragged Francesco out 

Amid angry gibe and shout ; 

How the faithful servants there 

To their brave young mistress clung 

An she watched in pale despair 

Where the screening arras hung, 

Till the tumult-tempest died 

To a sullen murmur low, 

That weighed on the frighted air 

Like a prophecy of woe ; 
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How Ginlta, in youth's disgfuise, 

To shield from the maddened eyes, 

With the old Alberigo 

As her only guard and guide, 

Had followed the storm's wild wake 

For the doomed Francesco's sake. 

Like one in a daz^d dream 
Did the stricken Giovio seem ; 
He heard not the painful throb 
Of his heart, nor the woman's sob. 
For before his eyes there passed. 
As though in a mirror glassed. 
The sight of a surging sea 
Of enraged humanity ; 
And he heard their frenzied cries 
Outpour like a tidal flood, 
And roll to the reeling skies 



OIOVIOASD giULIA. 
That swam with the hue of blood. 

But the awful vision failed, 
And the valiant soul that quailed 
Was loosed from the whelming fears 
Of fate, and the dreaded shears 
That sever the cords of life, — 
The love, and the hate and strife. 

" Let us haste to the Amo's side," 
To the trembling maid he cried ; 

" We will find thy mistress dear 
Though blind be the eyes of Fear, 
For the star of Hope doth glow, 
And the hand of Faith will show." 
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IV. 

At the Palazzo Vecchio. 

In the high-walled garden sang 
The bird on the blooming boagh, 
Bnt scarcely a footfall rang 
On the lonely via now. 
Over the field of the sky 
A fleecy cloud-flock strayed ; 
The vagrant butterfly 
Danced in the sun and shade. 
While a convent's chime of peace 
Betokened the rapt release 
Of the the saintly lives within 
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Prom the soiling taint of sin, 

In the distance, Anger flung 

To the heaven its clamorous tongue, 

And Treason its wings unfurled 

O'er a wildly warring world. 

At the wide Duomo door 

Not a beggar plied his trade, 

Not a wizened cripple prayed. 

By the tawny Amo's shore, 

And the bridge, beloved of song, 

There hurried a gathering throng 

That jostled, with swords agleam, 

A riotous, roaring stream 

Which flowed with a torrent power 

To the Palazzo Vecchio, 

That looked, with its topping tower, 

On a frantic scene below. 
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Gathered in ^ave debate 
Was the council of the state, 
When into the lofty hall. 
With the pomp of his armdd train, 
Strode the Pisan hishop tall. 
With parley and paltry plea 
He spake to the Signory ; 
Suspicion leaped to the brain 
Of the sage and subtle chief, 
And counseled a feigned belief 
In the bishop's crafty tongue. 
While the palace barriers swung, 
And compassed him round about 
What though there rose a shout 
From the minion band without, — 
The traitorous signal-cry ! 
What though he strove to fly ! 
The closer about him drew, 
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Self-woven, the web of fate, 
That ever, divinely true, 
Entangles, or soon or late, 
If the threads "be spun of hate. 

Conspiracy fell on death 
In the broad Signory square, 
For a crowd, with loyal breath. 
Rushed on the traitors there, 
And ruined with might of blows 
The fabric of their hope. 
As streams from valley and slope 
Mingle at last in the sea. 
Each, as it downward flows. 
Gaining a mightier power, 
So from each diverse path 
To the square of the Signory 
The streams of humanity poured. 
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And surged and seethed and roared 
In a restless sea of wrath 
Round the old Palazzo tower. 

On came a resolute band 
With avenging swords in hand, 
Who turned nor left nor right 
As they dragged in pitiful plight 
A wan man, wounded sore, 
Toward the glooming palace door. 
A narrow way they made, — 
Each with a sweep of his blade ; 
They heeded not threat nor jeer 
At their prisoner flung, nor cheer 
That they held in ruthless thrall 
Francesco, despised of all. 
Backward the portal swung 
While the wide Piazza rung. 
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And to death, with none to mourn, 
Was the wily plotter borne. 

As he paused upon the verge 

And gazed at the sullen surge. 

It seemed to Giovio 

That Life with the fiends of Woe,— 

Anguish, Fear, and Despair, — 

Was battling within his breast 

For the final mastery there. 

The billows of mad unrest 

Had ceased in their ebb and flow. 

As spelled by an unseen power 

Begot of the tragic hour. 

In a doorway's shielding shade 
Was crouched the affrighted maid. 
While Giovio sprang along 
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On the marge of the muttering throng, 

Darting a searching glance 

Into each fierce conntenance, 

And peering to catch the low 

Bent form of Alberigo, 

To his eager, reckless speed 

Did the crowd give little heed. 

All thought for the moment bent 

On the Signory's intent. 

Unchallenged, from man to man 

On his anxious quest he ran, 

Till nearing an archway where 

A via merged in the square, 

Love leaped from its dark disguise 

As metal to magnet flies. 

Joy swelled into perfeft flower 
In that one transcendant hoar 
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For Ginlia and Giovio, 
In their bliss was all forgot, — 
The time, the throng, and the spot. 
And the heaven swam in eclipse 
At the meeting of their lips ; 
For a breath 'twas theirs to know 
How the soul may rise supreme 
Over life's perturbed dream. 

Recalled from paradise 
By a tempest-wave of cries, 
They lifted their eyes, and lo ! 
From the windows huge and high 
Two doomM men there swung, 
And clutched and quivered and clung 
In their last death-agony, — 
Francesco, the cruel-browed, 
And the Pisan prelate proud. 
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While the rabble, rank on rank, 
Clamored their rude alarms. 
The shuddering Oiulia sank 
Into Giovio's sheltering arms ; 
And she found the fondest skies 
Bending above her there, — 
Her lover's tender eyes, 
And the sun of his golden hair. 

But life had not paid as yet 
The sum of the vengeance-debt ; 
The bodies that hung on high. 
In a ghastly silhouette, 
Served but to madden the mood 
Of the raging multitude ; 
And there rose a sudden cry, — 
" Behold how the traitors fly !'* 
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A surge and a forward sweep, 

As when a wave of the deep, — 

Some billow that far outrides 

The rush of the flooding tides, — 

Storms on the land in wrath. 

And levels a woeful path, 

To backward eddy again 

Toward the moaning breast of the main. 

Leaving naught but the face 

Of death in the desert place ! 



The blood-baptis6d day 
Had dragged in weariness on ; 
'Twixt the walls of the narrow way 
Where the fatal flood had swept, 
A reverent silence slept. 
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The sorrowful skies grew gray, 
And the doubtful sunlight wan. 
Bearing a pitiful tale, 
The wandering wind made wail, 
Till the sad earth dreamed once more 
Of winter by Amo's shore, 
Forgetful that spring had set 
On her breast the violet 

As the mournful twilight fell. 
And sounded the vesper bell 
The knell of the tragic day, 
A band of the brave youths, — ^those 
Who had foiled Lorenzo's foes, — 
Passed through the storm-swept way, 
And halted with startled breath 
At the solemn sight of Death, — 
The pallid priest who had wed 
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The lovers forevermore. 

Near a cloister gray and hoar, 
With the blue dome overhead. 
And with quietnde and flowers 
To hallow the dreamless hours. 
Were Giulia and Giovio laid, 
'Neath the sombre cypress' shade. 
Kept green with the dew of tears 
Through the shadowed after years. 

'Tis ever the poet's part 
To cull and to clothe anew 
The histories of the heart. 
Still does the Tuscan dew 
Diamond the flowers that nod 
O'er the lonely cloister sod. 
This is only a bloom 
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Plucked from the silent tomb, — 
From the dust of the long ago, — 
Bom of the love and the doom 
Of Ginlia and Giovio. 
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